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is no way of rescuing that Old Empire; sooner or later the Dragon
will be cut up among the Powers. We've got to act quick, now-"
"Huh, that—that's what I thought you had in mind."
Saionji's eyes were shut; Genro Ito blinked. The two men were
swaying sideways.
"Nippon, Nippon alone can't bite a chunk out of the Dragon.
Prince—Prince Ito, what country will you invite to co-operate with
us? Can you tell me, whe-whether your plan is worth anything?"
Ito rubbed his smoke-filled eyes and started to talk: "Russ-Russia-
Russ and us must co-operate, not fight—"
"Now, now, Prince, Prince Ito, I—I say, we must co-operate—not
fight, let's rest awhile." Saionji stretched on the mat on his side, using
his arm as a pillow.
The host lay flat on the tiger skin, with his arms around the animal's
head.
He murmured: "H'm. Your Okiku used to call you Prince, but
that was from the old order—but I earned my tide." Before each word
he had to lick his lips.
A second later, die country's two leading statesmen were snoring
side by side to the rhythm of the droning waves below the villa.
It was late afternoon when they woke up.
"O-o-o, a-a-uh!" Ito stretched on the pelt. "A-a-uh, bring us water!"
he said and added, "It looks like rain soon."
Saionji yawned heartily and asked: "Why is it, we used to take
a lot of liquor without having it affect us. Today we went down so
fast-?"
"Well, Saionji-san," Ito yawned once more with his arms up over
his head, "I suppose it's chiefly because of our advanced age; you'll
be sixty soon—I'm eight years your senior."
"But there is another reason for it." Both drank their glass of water.
'We're both out of practice."
Genro Ito grinned and went on with a serious look: "See, while I
was there in Korea, I was busy and had no time to relax, nor had I a
really intimate friend like you, for instance, to drink and talk with,
without reservation."
"Huh, that gives our poor brains a rest—"
"That's right, Saionji-san. There was still another reason for mjr
self-restraint."
"Huh?"

